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"We go to slay our maniac King.
We bid thee quickly choose. Throw in thy lot with us and live.
'Tis death if thou refuse.
They knew of the shame upon me wrought, And had chosen their time with careful thought. I shouted aloud with savage glee : "In me your guide and leader see. May the great God blast with eternal fire, If I take not a vengeance deep and dire 1"
I snatched my sword and we left the tent
Without another word. The river mist was a shroud to tho night, And the myriad camp fires' ruddy light
Glowed smokily and blurred. The royal canopy stood alone.
The royal banner beside Drooped dank and limp, as it had known
The imminent fall of its pride.
The sentry challenged but lowered his spear When he heard his captain's answer clear, No lamp nor fire shed its cheerful ray On the misty path which before us lay; For this was the hour of his darkest mood,
When our dread chief sat apart, In the gloom of his tent to cower and brood,
With the madness at his heart. I raised the curtain without a sounil, And stood inside in the gloom profound*